HUMOR AND SATIRE

FITZ ADAM'S STOEY

[The greater part of this poem was written many years ago as
part of a larger one, to "be called "The Nooning," made up of
tales in verse, some of them grave, some comic. It gives me a
sad pleasure to remember that I was encouraged in this project
by my friend the late Arthur Hugh Clough.]

THE next whose fortune 't was a tale to tell

Was one whom men, before they thought, loved

well,

And after thinking wondered why they did,
For half he seemed to let them, half forbid,
And wrapped him so in humors, sheafch on sheath^
'T was hard to guess the mellow soul beneath ;
But, once divined, you took him to your heart,
While he appeared to bear with you as part
Of life's impertinence, and once a year
Betrayed his true self by a smile or tear,
Or rather something sweetly-shy and loath,
Withdrawn ere fully shown, and mixed of both.
A cynic ?   Not precisely: one who thrust
Against a heart too prone to love and trust,
Who so despised false sentiment he knew
Scarce in himself to part the false and true,
And strove to hide, by roughening-o'er the skin,
Those cobweb nerves he could not dull within.